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posts* The eve of Friday was a holy one. The tribes were

likely to make their best combined attack thereon. Soon

after sundown a heavy fire opened.   The frantic tribes

yelled and surged.   The assault   died away   somewhat

earlier.   The night passed away quietly   enough.   Next

morning the attacks were renewed.   The     battalions

fought their way  with great   difficulty*   In  the plains

the 45th Sikhs had the tninnest of times.   Its defence

was only one post  gun manned    by  retired     soldiers,

affectionately  known   as "The   Blokes/'     Lieutenant

Rattray got through a press of tribesmen. The tribesmen

wao sprang, as it were, from the ground.   On August 2,

1897, this post was attacked by an overwhelming numbei

of tribesmen.    But forty sabres came to their  assistance

after an exciting ride*   They had to run the gauntlet ot

riflemen and cut their way through swordsmen.    Then

the fog of war descended*   The garrison fought for its

life.    The raiders were the   finest marksmen  in India,

They made even the loopholes   untenable.   The   signal

tower was as good as   useless.   There  were  two  manj

sharpshooters around.   With   great   gallantry   a Sikh

signaller slipped out  under heavy fire.   He set his helic

up, and got the words through "Help us."   It was toe

late to organize a sally*   The Guides  Cavalry made j

splendid  gesture*    Being ready  saddled they hurriec

down towards the plain, lance and sabre in hand, arnic

a heavy fire from all directions.   It was a  grand display

of daring*   Masses of tribesmen swarmed down froa

the heights*   Reckless fanaticism was burning fiercely

led by the dancing Mullahs, those "adjutants of dooms.'

The charge of the cavariy is one of the most thrillihi

episodes of Indian military history.   Like the waves 61

the sea, the ttibesmen.rushed round the galloping cavalry

nien.   Lance and sabre rose and   fell.    The tribesmfc